REMINISCENCES

met Mrs. Keeley at a garden-party in the Chelsea region
of London, and was delighted to find that her manner
still retained some of that vivacity which lent such un-
speakable charm to her acting in the days when the
oldest among us were only entering on life, and when
that life could find no more delightful way of spending
an evening than in going to the theatre to see Mr. and
Mrs. Keeley act.

I must say a few words about Benjamin Webster, who,
although not claiming to be a great actor in the highest
sense, has not, so far as I know> anyone quite like him
on the stage to-day. Webster is best known as an actor
of melodramatic parts; but he was a genuine artist, and
as moulded by him the melodramatic villain or the melo-
dramatic hero became a creation and a reality. His
manner was habitually quiet, and might, indeed, be
called intense, and such purely humorous parts as that
of the poor dramatic author in 4 Masks and Faces' he
brightened and saddened by stray gleams of pathos,
which seemed to me to be artistically perfect in their
way. Another famous impersonation of his was that
of the principal figure in a piece called, if I remember
rightly, * The Roused Lion/ in which an elderly person-
age, who finds himself in danger of being pushed aside
as an old fogey by the younger generation, suddenly
pulls himself together, asserts himself, and proves that
he can do ' all that may become a man,' whether in the
ball-room, or on the fencing-ground, in love-making, or
in fighting, much better than any of his juniors can do it.
In such a piece as this Webster had to play many differ-
ent kinds of part, and was equally good in all. He never
missed the true artistic proportions of any living picture
which he tried to set upon the stage. I associate his day
in my memory with that of Madame Celeste, the Madame
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n. Not a long time before her death I
